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Tell her it's a game Tell her it's serious But don't frighten her Don't tell her they'll kill her Tell her it's important to be quiet Tell her she'll have cake if she's good Tell her to curl up as if she's in bed But not to sing.
Tell her not to come out
Tell her not to come out even if she hears shouting Don't frighten her Tell her not to come out even if she hears nothing for a long time Tell her we'll come and find her Tell her we'll be here all the time.
Tell her something about the men Tell her they're bad in the game Tell her it's a story Tell her they'll go away Tell her she can make them go away if she keeps still
By magic
But not to sing.
Seven Jewish Children -a play for Gaza
By Caryl Churchill resident youth ensemble charged to create and perform theater in transformative dialogue within its community and with the larger society beyond it. As Maggie explains, Youth Underground theater, with the Underground Railroad Theater's support, is an entry way into the theater for aspiring actors or young persons. But this "entry way" is not simply about careers. It includes a sense of collectivity and the expectation that performing the plays demands of the young members' social and political engagement. The plays performed so far do just that. While "the definition of 'activist' work can be debated," Maggie notes, "as an educator and an artist, I feel strongly that giving young people the entry way into socially charged issues empowers them to be active participants in the world."
Tell her something about the men Tell her they're bad in the game Tell her, of course tell her, tell her everyone was driven out and the country is waiting for us to come home Don't tell her she doesn't belong here Tell her of course she likes it here but she'll like it there even more.
Tell her it's an adventure
Tell her no one will tease her 
Tell her they live in tents
Tell her this wasn't their home Don't tell her home, not home, tell her they're going away Don't tell her they don't like her Tell her to be careful.
Don't tell her who used to live in this house
No but don't tell her her great great grandfather used to live in this house
No but don't tell her Arabs used to sleep in her bedroom.
Tell her not to be rude to them
Tell her not to be frightened Don't tell her she can't play with the children Don't tell her she can have them in the house.
Tell her not to be rude to them Tell her not to be frightened Don't tell her she can't play with the children Don't tell her she can have them in the house.
Tell her they have plenty of friends and family
Tell her for miles and miles all round they have lands of their own Tell her again this is our promised land. Don't tell her they said it was a land without people Don't tell her I wouldn't have come if I'd known.
Tell her maybe we can share. Don't tell her that. Don't tell her about the bulldozer Don't tell her not to look at the bulldozer Don't tell her it was knocking the house down Tell her it's a building site Don't tell her anything about bulldozers. Don't tell her about the queues at the checkpoint Tell her we'll be there in no time Don't tell her anything she doesn't ask Don't tell her the boy was shot Don't tell her anything.
Tell her maybe we can share. Don't tell her that. Don't tell her about the bulldozer Don't tell her not to look at the bulldozer Don't tell her it was knocking the house down Tell her it's a building site Don't tell her anything about bulldozers.
Don't tell her about the queues at the checkpoint
Tell her we'll be there in no time Don't tell her anything she doesn't ask Don't tell her the boy was shot Don't tell her anything.
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Tell her we're making new farms in the desert Don't tell her about the olive trees Tell her we're building new towns in the wilderness.
Don't tell her they throw stones
Tell her they're not much good against tanks Don't tell her that. Don't tell her they set off bombs in cafés Tell her, tell her they set off bombs in cafés Tell her to be careful Don't frighten her.
Tell her we need the wall to keep us safe Tell her they want to drive us into the sea Tell her they don't Tell her they want to drive us into the sea. Tell her we killed the babies by mistake Don't tell her anything about the army Tell her, tell her about the army, tell her to be proud of the army. Tell her about the family of dead girls, tell her their names why not, tell her the whole world knows why shouldn't she know? tell her there's dead babies, did she see babies? tell her she's got nothing to be ashamed of. Tell her they did it to themselves. Tell her they want their children killed to make people sorry for them, tell her I'm not sorry for them, tell her not to be sorry for them, tell her we're the ones to be sorry for, tell her they can't talk suffering to us. Tell her we're the iron fist now, tell her it's the fog of war, tell her we won't stop killing them till we're safe, tell her I laughed when I saw the dead policemen, tell her they're animals living in rubble now, tell her I wouldn't care if we wiped them out, the world would hate us is the only thing, tell her I don't care if the world hates us, tell her we're better haters, tell her we're chosen people, tell her I look at one of their children covered in blood and what do I feel? tell her all I feel is happy it's not her. 
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